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Henry Holt & Co.'s 


Letsure Moment Series, 





Well made paper covered books, sewed 
with thread so that they lie open easily 
and sold at prices only a trifle higher 
than the pamphlet libraries. 


No. 5. A CHELSEA HOUSEHOLDER 30 cts. 
No. 4. A Story oF CARNIVAL. By M. 
A. M. Hoppus, - - - 2" 
No. 3. Mrs. ALEXANDER’S THE ADMI- 
RAL’S WARD, « - - 40 * 
No. 2. GIDEON FLEYcE. By H. W 
Lucy, - - - - - 30 * 
No. 1. DEmMocrRAcy — AN AMERICAN 
NOVEL, - - - - 9” 





(Qe The above are also published in 
the Letsure Hour Series. Price $i each. 





‘* Tt ts, wethout doubt, the best magazine of its kind 
ever published.” —Philadelphia Press. 


* Contains hardly anything not worth reading.” — 
N. Y. Nation. 


THE NEW MONTALY. 


15 CENTS PER soPannum, ©1.60) 


The Modern Age 


has printed in the four numbers already issued articles 
by HERBERT SPENCER, THE AUTHOR OF ‘ VICE- 
VERSA,” ALPHONSE DAUDET, IVAN TOURGENIEFF, 
Justin McCaRTHY, THEOPHILE GAUTIER, WALTER 
BESANT, THE AUTHOR OF JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLE- 
MAN; FLoTow, GusTaVE Droz, H. HEINE, E. C. 
GRENVILLE MURRAY, GEORGE VAUTIER, ARTHUR 
W. PINERO, O. FERO, WILMOTT DIxoNn, and a host 
of others too numerous to mention. 

The May number will contain the opening chapters 
of a new story by RUDOLPH LINDAW, the great Ger- 
man novelist, entitled 





The Californians, 


an article by Lapy PADGET on ‘‘ Common Sense in 
Dress;” and one on “‘ Judaism,” from the French of 
M. Ernest Renan in addition to a number of other 
interesting selections. 

We claim that the MODERN AGE is the 


Cheapest Magazine in the World, 


in the sense that it gives the most matter for the least 
money. 

Ask your dealer for it,and if he does not keep it, 
or will not procure it for you, send 15 cents for a 
sample copy to 


The Modern Age Publishing Co., 
BUFFALO, N. Y. 
Tne MODERN AGE AND LIFE FOR ONE YEAR, $5.25 





THE BEST | 


American Publication Devoted to | 
Hygiene. | 
(V. Y. Herald.) 


J he Ss antitarian : 


— ss at the head of health journals. | 
| 





—Baltimore Observer. 


RECENT COMMENTS. 


‘* LIFE, the new and very bright humorous paper, 
has avery clever buriesque upon ‘ Mr. Isaacs,’ enti- 
tled ‘ Mr. Jacobs.’”"— Toledo Blade. 





* 
‘WHETHER life is worth living or not depends on 
the liver; but that Lire is worth taking, when you 
can get it for $5 a year, there is no manner of doubt.” 


Brookline Chronicle. ~ 





‘* LIFE, in its last number, is as humorous, pointed 
and pithy as can be desired. It is a new humorous 
paper, published in New York, and merits liberal sup- 
port." —Poughkeepsie Daily News. 





‘* LIFE, the new illustrated weekly of New York, 


| has an able corps of contributors, and is humorous, 


BLEST and most valuable publication on the | 
A Continent.—Mi/waukee Liberal Age. a 


O journal is more trustworthy. 
—Cincinnati Christian Standard, 


Waterbury Republican. 


HROUGH and by it causes of diseases are 
recognized and abated. 
—Boston Commonwealth. 
CCOMPLISHED more good than all other 
sanitary papers put together. 
—Hydraulic and Sanitary Plumber. | 
R its this one of the most valuable publications 


| 
| 
P unsurpassed in this country. | 
| 
| 


in this country. —O/d Colony Memorial. 


S full of matter of the highest interest. 
—Philadelphia Post. 


N educational force—a factor of the greatest | 
A value.—WV. Y. Trade Reporter. | 
} 


ECESSARY to all persons who would be | 
abreast with the best means of preserving | 


and promoting health. 
— St. Louis Church News. 





PUBLISHED WEEKLY. 
SPECIMEN FREE. 


$4.00 a Year; 10 Cents a Copy. 


113 FULTON STREET, 
NEW YORK. 





GLEGITORINS 


SELF-ACTING 


SHADE ROLLER 


Leger ROL, NO-CORDS-‘ORBAL AN | 
a SOLDEVERYWHERS 








| lies of its kind, is on the high road to success. 


box, by express, of (D 


satirical and refined. It is fresh, genial and gentle- 
manly. It deserves a wide circulation.”.—Memphis 
Avalanche. 





‘* NEw YORK’s new humorous paper, LIFE, is well 
named. It is one of the brightest periodicals of its 
class, and improves with each issue. May it have a 
long life--but we beg pardon, no bricks this way, if 
you please.”— St. Yoseph Herald. 





‘* LIFE, the jolly paperette that feeds upon the fol- 
What 
a commentary upon the times that LIFE is never 
forced, never trite, never hits where it is not deserved, 
and yet is always full, always funny. It is, to be sure, 
very nice that so good-tempered a sheet should be so 
fortunate as to outlive its infancy, but it’s very sad 
that there is Such a lack of good sense that legitimate 
subjects for unlimited fun can always be counted on.” 
——Washington Republic. 





ees "BANKERS. | 
WILLIAM POLLOCK, | 
BANKER AND BROKER, 
No. 25 Pine St., N.Y. 


All issues of Government Securities, Bank Shares, Rail- 
way Stocks and Bonds bought and sold on commission or 
carried on a margin. Special attention given to Invest- 
ments. Interest allowed on deposits. 


WILLIAM POLLOCK, 


MEMBER NEW YorK STOCK EXCHANGE. 








A. G. HEMINWAY, TRUMAN HEMINWAY., 


A. G. HEMINWAY & CoO., 
BANKERS AND BROKERS, 


11 Wall Street, 


New YorK. 








Send one, two, 

three or five dol- 

. elars for a retail 

Candies in the world, put 

up in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 


78 Mapison Sr., Cuicaco, 


~ IMPORTANT. 


When you visit or leave New York City, save Baggage 
Expressage and Carriage Hire and stop at the GRAN 
UNION HOTEL, opposite Grand Central Depot. 

Four Hundred and Fifty (450) elegant rooms, fitted up ata 
cost of one million dollars. seduced” to $x and upwards per 
day. European plan. Elevator. Restaurant supplied 
with the best. Horse cars, stages and elevated railroad to 
all depots. Families can live better for less money at the 
— Union Hotel than at any other first-class hotel in 
the city. 
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1155 BROADWAY, NEw York. 





Published every Thursday, $5 a year in advance, postage free. 
Single copies, 10 cents. 

(2 Subscribers who do not receive their copies will please 
notify the office at once. 





RAY of mouse-col- 
ored light fell upon 
the stained glass 
window athwart 
Statenislander 
Jinks, as he sat-pic- 
turesquely in a lux- 
urious chair. There 
were appearances 
about the young 
man, each slightly 
defined, perhaps, 
but in their aggre- 
bs, : Noa gation _ persuasive, 
a which indicated 
that he was thinking. Inheritor of a stupendous in- 
come, why, it may be asked, should he have engaged 
in an irksome process that well might be relegated to 
the poor? 

Fool !* 

Let us consider. What is the instigation of a man? 
I mean, to do anything. I also mean, when he is rich. 
Why does he? Let me propound to you: In the ab- 
sence of doing, what shall he? Here looms up the 
imperative element of Must. The idea, unformulated, 
had occurred to Jinks. 

Geethe says: “ As voluntary cognizant inanition, if 
arrival at it could be effected, would constitute the 
most terrible of conditions, so an approach to it, which 
is all whereof human nature is capable, is more pro- 
lific than, perhaps, anything else, of psychal pains 
and the application of philosophy has proved that the 
further we remain removed from it, up to a certain 
and not always easily recognizable point, the happier, 
other things being equal, we are.” [Elaboration of the 
thought contained in the Persian maxim—‘ Sweat be- 
fore you eat.” Also: “ Arbeit macht das Leben siiss.” 
—North German Reader.| 





*Applied to the reader. 





Various minds require various food. My wife has 
a cousin who edits copy for a morning newspaper. On 
the conclusion of his labors each night he relaxes his 
mind with the calculus. I have known him to soothe 
the most flagrantly irritable condition of temper by 
prosecuting that work for a short time backwards. 
Well, he is not a fool. It is a conclusion from com- 
parison. Jinks never soothed himself with the calcu- 
lus, either progressively or reversely. ‘Therefore, my 
wife’s cousin is what I have negatively stated him to 
be. 

Now. 


What is the matter with the rich ? Why do they go 
about engaging themselves with occupations? Why 
do rectors of undoubted millions with feverish haste 
put armies of words together to do battle for the Mag- 
nificat, and to intercept the poor in the pursuit of ease ? 
What is the explanation of Aldine and Early Rose ? 
Supposing that Nicoll, the tailor, is rich, what does he 
still make trousers for? 


Ah, itis human to yearn to do. 


I have said that Jinks was not like my wife’s cousin. 
But the same evidences were observable in him. He 
was not worked by conscious logic ; but he was oper- 
ated by dull intuition. As he sat bisected by the 
mouse-colored ray of light, he was affording exhibition 
of the operation of the universal non-resistible princi- 
ple of Do. His canary bird; his. blackbird of a 
vicious temperament and with the faculty of dislocat- 
ing a human finger-joint at a blow ; his eighteen hair- 
brushes, nine with ivory backs ; his ériftoires, silver- 
plated trousers-holders, Kioto-awara vases, nail-polish- 
ers, pomatum jugs and Chelsea tiles—all the large, 
beautiful mixed collection with which he had suround- 
ed himself were ignored. 

Well. 


Some people find relaxation in knocking other peo- 
ple out. I mean rich people. -Nero knocked out his 
mother, which was a villainy of such magnitude that 
it stands, perhaps, isolated in history. It was a com- 
mon pastime for the muscular rich to knock out Lon- 
don watchmen in the time of the Georges.. German 
students are still in the habit of knocking out available 
persons with their house keys, which are a foot and a 
half long, and which they carry suspended from their 
trouser straps. In New York to-day this species of 
relaxation is not usual. No unemployed aristocrat, 
under influence of the conviction that “ Arbeit macht 
das Leben siiss,” tackles one of the Finest. The odds 
are too vast. It is not the sweetness of the life eternal 
that is courted under constraint of the principle here 
expounded. And no one thinks of banging any one 
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with a Yale latch-key.* But there are other means to 
the end; other physical means. 
owever, 

Statenislander Jinks was not up to means of this 
sort. He measured only a few inches around the 
chest, and his legs were mere dreams. He had often 
coveted the colossal calves of men of an inferior 
lineage. His ears were not bad; but what can a man 
do with his ears? No. As an organization, he was 
mental. Not very; but his mind was definitely superior 
to his legs. Naturally, he would turn to a mental outlet 
for his impulse to do. In point of fact, he was yield- 
ing to the pressure of Nature, mentally, at the time of 
our concern with him. 

He rose and paced rapidly back and forth. He 
perpetually clasped and unclasped his hands. His 
brow was lined with as many of the wrinkles of 
thought as there was room for. His eyes moved, and 
were filled with an expression in conformity with these 
other appearances. Occasionally, his breast was de- 
livered of a minute sigh. It was evident. that his 
mental workings were going on with great violence. 
They continued for as much as half an hour. Then 
he threw up his small, white hands, laughed, put on his 
overcoat and hat, and went out. 

He had made up his mind. 

That was what he had-been trying to do. That was 
the means he took to carry out the idea elaborated by 
Geethe from the Persian maxim and the North German 
Reader. He made up his mind every day when he 
was in health. On this occasion, he had made up his 
mind to go out. If he had happened to be out, he 
would have made it up to come in. The club seemed 
sweeter to him afterward. The Long While of life 
was dispelled. Peace settled upon him, and his soup 
tasted good—for he had sweated before he ate. 


E. D. BEACH. 


THE DUDE. 
Mutatis Mutandis. 


In the false glare 
The times allow 

To modern life 

He shuns the strife, 
With bang on brow 

And parted hair. 


NLY a Dude, 
A kind of bird 
With quiet plume 
Soft lights illume, 
A heart unstirred, 
A mien subdued. 


To softly glide 
In long, close gown, 
High fashion’s priest, 
Without the least 
Faint smile or frown, 
Is all his pride. 


The pomp of lace 
And silken hose, 
And powdered tress, 

The courtly dress, 
The wit that flows, 
The old time grace. 


All vanished now ; 
Joyous, bright hued, 
The courtiers pass ; 
To leave, alas, 
The pensive Dude 
With bang on brow. 
a 





* See Aisop’s fable of the Mosquito on the fence, that said to 
he passing Elephant; ‘‘ Look out! I’m going to kick,” 





A DIFFERENCE OF OPINION. 
Lonpon, April 11th, 1883. 


Editor of LIFE : 

I noticed in your last issue that you gave the credit of ‘‘ A Rus- 
sian Honeymoon ”’ to Scribe. Now Scribe stole Ais play La Lune 
de Miel, bodily from my play, THE HONEYMOON. Please 
give me the credit at once. Yours frantically, 

JAMEs TOBIN. 

Certainly, Mr. Tobin. In the hurry of the moment we quite 
overlooked your really just claim as original author and * es 

* (Another letter has just come. It may contain addi- 
tional news.—Zd. LIFE. 
STRATFORD-ON-AVON, April 12th, 1883. 
Editor of LiFe: 

The N. Y. Herald states that Scribe’s play, Za Lune de 
Miel, was taken from Tobin’s play, ‘‘ The Honeymoon.” All 
flesh are grass. Tobin stole his play from my comedy Taming 
a Shrew. Enclosed please find a guarantee of good faith. 

Yours humbly, 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 

Why, of course, William. We will be delighted to set you to 
rights before the public, and give ~ paaper credit for your really 
beautiful and original * * HELLo! (An- 
other letter has just slid in,} Ed. LIFE. 

MADISON SQUARE, 
Editor of LIFE: April 14th, 1883. 

Will you kindly oblige by publishing in your columns the 
truth? The play at present on the boards of this theatre was re- 
written by meso that no author could recognize it. I re-wrote 
Charlotte Russe, if you remember, in the same way. I write a// 
the plays produced here. In some instances I change as many 
as nine whole lines. In this work I am assisted by 914 deputies. 
Please give me the credit.” Yours modestly, BULASCO. 

Of course, Mr. Bulasco, this is just what we thought all along. 


Now, if—— * * * (We shall have to give this up.)— 
Ed, LIFE. 


As the organ of the Invincibles, we take profound 

pleasure in announcing to our Irish readers that 
the torpedo-boat WHURROO, has actually sailed on her 
mission of revenge, and is no doubt at present en- 
gaged in her ruthless work of destruction. By the 
time this meets our readers’ eye, the entire British Navy 
will be at the bottom of the sea, or as nearly so as the 


-depth of water will allow. This terrible blow to Eng- 


land will promote the holy cause of Irish freedom 
almost as much as did the Phoenix Park murders. 
Affluent servant girls should, therefore, at once come 
forward and help the glorious work. Contributions 
will be thankfully received at this office, and the name 
of each donor will be published just as soon as the 
green flag is hoisted on the Tower of London. 
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DEMORALIZING EFFECT OF FIVE O’CLOCK TEAS. 





Charles Bonmot (who sets up for a wit): NEVER SEE YOU WITHOUT A CUP OF TEA: WHAT A LIVING PRAISE 


TO THE ARTICLE YOU ARE,—A REGULAR “ fea-deum, 


Miss Florence Bullseye (who thinks him something of a pedant): 


YOU ARE “‘fea-deus !”” 


” OR AS YOU’RE A WOMAN YOU MUST BE “ 


tea dea.”’ 


YES, AND BEING A MAN IT MUST BE THAT 








JUDKINS’ BOY. 

IRUTS is reckless to a fault. They ain’t afeard of nobody 
ner nothin’! Ef ever you insult a pirut onc’t, he’ll foller 

you to the grave but what he will revenge his wrongs. Piruts all 
looks like pictures of ‘ Buffalo Bill’”—only they don’t shave off 
the whiskers that sticks out over the collar of their low-neck 
shirt, Every day is a picknick for the piruts of the high seas. 
They eat gunpowder and drink blood to make ’em savidge, and 
then they kill people all day, and set up all night and tell ghost 
stories and sing songs such as mortal ear would quail to listen to. 
Piruts never comes on shore only when they run out of tobacker. 
And then it’s a cold day if they don’t land at midnight, and dis- 
guize theirselves and slip up in town like a sleuth houn’, so’s the 
Grand Jury can’t git onto ’em. They don’t care fer the police 
- any more than us people who dwells right in their midst. Pirnts 
makes big wages and spends it like a king. ‘‘ Come easy, go 
easy,” is the fatal wachword of them whose deeds is Deth! 
Onc’t they was a pirut turned out of house and home by his cruel 
parents when he was but a kid, and so he always went by that 
name, He was thurst adrift without a nickel, and sailed fer dis- 


tant shores to hide his shame fer those he loved. In the dead of 
night he stold a new suit of the captain’s clothes. .And when he 
growed up big enough to fit ’em, he gayly dressed hissef and went up 
and paced the quarter-deck i in deep thought. He had not forgot how 
the captain onc’t had him lashed to the jibboom-podp and whipped. 

That stung his proud spirit even then ; and so the first thing he 
done was to slip up behind the cruel officer and push him over- 
board. Then the ship was his fer better er fer werse. And so 
he took command, and hung high upon the beetling mast the pi- 
rut flag. Then he took the bible his old mother give him when 
he lit out from home, and tied a darnic round it and sunk it in the 
sand with a mocking laugh. Then it was that he was ready fer 
the pirut’s wild seafaring life. He worked the business fer all 
they was in it fer many years, but was run in at last. And, stand- 
ing on the gallus-tree, he sung a song which was all wrote off by 
hissef. And then they knocked the trapon him. And thus the 
brave man died and never made a kick. In life he was always 
careful with his means, and saved up vast welth, which he dug 
holes and burried, and died with the secret locked in his bosom to 
this day. 
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NO. 


HE Rev. E. E. Hale has expressed a 

desire to see an abridgment of the 

Bible “ for the benefit of those who will not 

read the book through from Genesis to 
Revelation.” This is not a good scheme. 

The Bible in its present form is peculiar- 
ly adapted to a community having a wide 
range of taste. No abridgment would be 
acceptable to all its readers. There are 
those who love to assimilate the gospels and 
be good; aad others who must tangle them- 
selves with the epistles and be uncomforta- 
ble. Some will have the Apocalypse or 
nothing; some want to sit on the fence and 
read in Ecclesiastes about the vanity of 
getting things, and others are happiest with 
the Canticles, at Mt. Desert. So, too, 
Jeremiah and the comminatory Psalms have 
their admirers, and we have known men 
who, from sheer cussedness would learn by 
heart pages of Hebrew names. 

We believe that the vast majority of those 
who will not read the Book through prefer 
to pasture in it according to their individ- 
ual tastes. Abridgments and expurgated 
editions are bad enough in the case of 
profane writings like the Arabian Nights. 
Let our Unitarian friends go and abridge 
their Emerson if they want to, or even the 
denunciations of their old adversary, Jo. 
Cooke, but not the Bible. 


UncLe Sam ought to get one of Lady 
Florence Dixie’s corsets for his new mon- 
itor. 


A CONFLICT between Science and Relig- 
ion —a base-ball match between the Troy 
Polytechnic and Holy Cross College. ° 





THE NEW AQUEDUCT. 
INFORMAL DISCUSSION IN THE 

BOARD OF ALDERMEN. 
LDERMAN O’SHAUGHNESSY: They say 

there’s a dale o’ money in this akweduk. 


ALDERMAN O’GRADY: Phwat is an akweduk, 
anyhow ? 


AN 


ALDERMAN O’RourRKE: I didn’t know ye were that ignorant. 


Sure it’s to bring wather to the city. 


ALDERMAN F Lynn: Is it annything like buckets mebbe ? 
ALDERMAN CASEY : Faith ! It’s like a long beer tunnel, only 


runnin” in undther the counthry for miles or more. 


ALDERMAN O’FLANNIGAN: Phwat do they want wid more 
Phwy don’t they dhraw phwat they want out o’ the 


wather ? 
hydrant ? : 
ALDERMAN O'BRIEN: To dhrink, ye fool ! 


ALDERMAN RAFFERTY: Begorra! ’Twill ruin our saloons. 
ALDERMAN Rooney: Arrah! It isn’t to drink they want it; 


it’s to wash wid. 
CuHorvus: Phwat’s that ? 





#f 


a“ 


NEMO ME IMPUNE LACESSIT. 


Herr Bretzel (who has just had a telephone put up, calls for the 
Repairer next day) :, LOOK-A-HERE, MY VRENT, TIDN’T YOU DOLE ME 
DOT DELLERVONE SHBEAK CHERMAN UNT GONVERSE IN CHERMAN ? 

Repairer: YES, SIR. x 

Herr B.: ‘VeLL! Py CHIMINETTY, I DALK CHERMAN TO DOT 
DELLERVONE YESDERTAY, MIT BOLIDENESS, UNT PY UNT PY IT SAY, 
“ HELLO, PHAWT THE DIVIL AIR YE JABBERIN ? COME OFF, YE OULD 
Dutcuy!” I TOND’T ALLOW NO DELLERVONE TO SASS ME DOT VAY. 
DONNERHIMMEL! DAKE ID AVAY!” 








ALDERMAN. KELLEY: Thrue for you! These Amerikins is 
ixpinsive divils. : 

ALDERMAN O’TOOLE: Indade they are, an’ luk at the chake of 
"em. Some of ’em sez they ought to have our places on the 
Board of Aldhermin. 

Cuorus: Phwat!! 

ALDERMAN O’DONOHUE: Tare an’ ouns! Amerikins among 
uz! Phwat right have they here? Don’t we let ’em vote an’ 
pay taxes? They’ll be takin’ the bread out of our mouths next ! 

ALDERMAN MurPuHY: Have no fear. They must vote the way 
the bosses say or not at all, an’ sure the bosses don’t want any 
-  wather drinkin’ Yankees as aldhermin. Av they won’t dhrink at 
our bars, bedad, they must pay roundly for the next wather they'll 


ALDERMAN FINNEGAN: Annyhow, they say there’s a power 0’ get. 


boodle in the buildin av it, so yous needn’t bother about what 


they’ll do wid it. 


CuHorus: Thrue for you! Whose trate is it ? 


(Zxeunt.) 
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AZURE eyes, in you, 

Watched I ever glowing— 
Light of love I knew 

I had set agoing. 
Soft lips part and speak : 

Have my own lips pressed you ?’ 
Hair and brow and cheek, 

Has my touch caressed you ? 


Restless hands, in mine 
Were you ever quiet, 
Palm to palm? What sign 
Make you to deny it? 
Form of gentle grace, 
Said your heart it found you 
In your proper place 
When my arms were round you ? 


Eyes that were my creed, 

Vain my fond heart’s presage : 
In your depths I read 

Now for me no message. 
Then, my girl, go free! 

Be my dream all over ; 
You are not for me, 

Nor am I your lover. 


Who hath child and wife— 
Wisely holdeth Bacon— 
Fortune for his life 
Hath a hostage taken. 
Hazard must be shun, 
Poverty and peril; 
Life for such a one 
Straitened is, and sterile. 


Straitened ? Aye, unless 

Love’s unpurchased treasures 
Longs he to possess 

More than all earth’s pleasures. 











Sterile? No; not when 
His desire’s fruition 

Makes him of all men 
Best in his condition. 


Blithe the beggar fares, 
Joyous echoes waking, 
Naught for thieves he cares 
Who hath naught worth taking. 
If what is the best 
Fortune will not give me, 
Fate of that at least 
Never can deprive me. 








BOOKISHNESS. 


A GENTLEMAN by the name of Van Dyke has just 
put forth a valuable work on “ Books, and How to Use 
Them.” If it is meant for book-keepers of banks and 
insurance companies, it ought to have, as an appendix, 
a pocket guide to travel to Europe. 





Mr. Justin McCartny has written “ An Outline of 
Irish History from.the Earliest Times to the Present 
Day.” It is a very little book, but it may be still fur- 
ther condensed. The gist of it may be put into one 
sentence: “ Won’t somebody tread on the tail of my 
coat ?” 





Miss Ovrpa’s new novel is called “ Wanda, Coun- 
tess von Szalras.”” We have not the pleasure of 
knowing the Count von Szalras, and, if we mistake not, 
the Chronicles of the Reign of the Grand Duchess of 
Gérolstein, make no mention of any such person. But 
if his present wife is the same Wanda that Private- 
Lieutenant-Captain-Colonel-General Fritz married— 
the Count von Szalras has our sincerest sympathy. - 





A wortTuy Briton has just perpetrated a book on 
the “Ornamental Arts of Japan,” but oddly enough he 
omits all mention of juggling, the butterfly trick, bal- 
ancing tubs on the soles of the feet, spinning tops on 
the point of a sword, and the other simple exercises 
which most of us most readily recall as characteristic 
in Japanese art. 

’ 

THERE is a new novel called “A Daughter of the 
Philistines,” which leads us to suppose that its author 
is the well-known correspondent “ Gath.” 
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MADISON SQUARE ACADEMY OF 
Music. 





HER MAJESTY’S THEATRE CO. 


J. H. MapLeson, - - - - - Field-Marshal Commanding. 
MarsHAL MA .tory, D.D., - =~ — = = = = Chaplain. 








L’ETOILE DU NORD; 
OR, 
A RUSSIAN HONEYMOON. 
(By Eugéne Scribe.) 


Music Adapted from Meyerbeer by Mrs. Burton N. Harrison. 








ACT I. 
R. Wuite: Have you been to the theatre lately ? 
Mr. Brack: Yes. 
Mr. Wuite: Where? 
Mr. Brack: Monday, I went to see the ** Russian Honeymoon.” 
Mr. Waite: Did you like it? 
Mr. BLack: No. As Shakspeare says: ‘* Tobin or not Tobin.”’ 
Mr, Wuite: Is it well acted ? 
Mr. Beack: Yes. 
Mr. Wuirte: Tell me about it? 
Mr. Brack: Miss Ada Dyas appears as Lady Charles Coldstream. And 
she acts excellently. 
Rr. WHITE : Proceed. 
Mr. Brack : Mr. Max Freeman appears as the Waiter, from “ Divorcons.” 
Mr, Wuirte: Proceed. 
Mr. Brack: Mrs. Booth appeared as the Star of the North. And she 
acts excellently. 
Mr. Wuite: Did you go to see “ Brighton,’’ at the Union Square Theatre? 
Mr. Brack: NotI. I had seen Bryton at the Madison Square Theatre 
(with a groan), and that was enough! (W7zth another groan).—That was 
too much ! 


ACT Il. 


Mr. WuiTe: Have you been anywhere else lately ? 

Mr. Biack: Yes. 

Mr. Wuite: Where ? bd 

Mr. Biack: Wednesday, I went to see ‘*All on a Summer’s Day ; or, The 
Queen of Hearts.” is 

Mr. WuiteE: Did you like it ? 

Mr. Brack: I did. It is aclever operetta, 

Mr. WuitE: Who wrote it ? 

Mr. Brack: Mr H. G. Paine. 

Mr. Wuite: Who composed it ? 

Mr. Brack: Mr. R. H. Warren. 

Mr. WHITE (meditating, ami at last giving utterance to this profound 
sentiment): Did it ever strike you that he must be a rabbit-Warren if he is so 
full of lively Hares—as a Cockney would say ? 

Mr. BLack (recovering his presence of mind): It has struck me that a 
play dealing with the purloining of pastry, might fairly be called a Tart 
play. 


ACT Ill. 


Mr. Wuite : Have you been anywhere else, lately ? 

Mr. Buack: Yes. 

Mr. WuiTE: Where? 

Mr. Brack: Friday 1 went to hear Patti in ** L’ Etoile du Nord.” 

Mr. WuiteE: Did youlike it? 

Mr. Buiack: I liked her as Poleska. I did not like Mademoiselle Ditto 
who assisted in the execution. 

Mr, WuiteE: Proceed. 

Mr. Biacx: None of these Russian plays have the proper local color. In 
the ‘* Russian Honeymoon,”’ there is a military procession. In the ‘* Star of 
the North,” there are several military processions and a coronation. But there 
are no Nihilists, no Dynamite, no Explosions—except when Mme, Patti and 
Mrs. Booth blow up their respective spouses. 

Mr. WuirteE: Proceed. 

Mr. Brack: In the first act Peter the Great plays on the flute! 

Mr. WuiteE: Perhaps this was the fatal cause of the Nihilist conspiracy ? 

Mr. Brack: In the last act Mme. Patti is out of her mind, and so Peter 
plays on the flute again, and restores her to reason ! 


Mr. Wuite: Dearme ! 

Mr. Brack: Now, this is a therapeutic power of music hitherto unsus- 
pected. This is Something New! It is comprehensible that playing on the 
flute should make anybody mad—— 

Mr. Wuite: It is, indeed. 

Mr. Brack : But that the a P melody of the flute, even when evoked by 
the august breath of the Czar of all the Russians, should restore to reason, 
this passes all comprehension. 

Mr, Wuirte: It does, indeed. : 


ACT IV. 

Mr. Wuite: Have you been anywhere else ? 

Mr. Brack: Yes. 

Mr. WHITE: Where ? 

Mr. Brack: Saturday I went to the Circus ? 

Mr. WuiteE: Did you see the girl with the Iron Jaw? 

Mr. BLack : I did—and she reminded me of the heroine of the ‘* Honey- 
moon, 

Mr, WuitTeE: Did you see the Baby Elephant ? 

Mr. Brack: I did—and it reminded me of American Art. 

Mr, Wuite: Why? 

Mr. Brack: Because it was perfectly able to take care of itself, and yet a 
Protective Tariff of a Mother persisted in hpvering about it. 

Mr, Wuite: Did you see Jumbo? 

Mr. Biack: I did—and she reminded me of Mrs. Langtry. 

Mr. Wuite: Why? 

Mr, Brack: Because they were both imported from England at great ex- 
pense. Because there was a great deal of talk about them and not a little 
scandal, Because they are both Big Things. And most especially because 
they are the only members of their respective companies who cannot act. 

ARTHUR PENN. 
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Jovial Old Gent: Hut.o! SNAREEY, HOW ARE YOU 
GETTING ON? 

Snarley (who suffers terribly from dyspepsia): 1 am 
GETTING OFF. 
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BIOGRAPHETTES. 


IX. 
PSALM TILDEN. 

‘THE early history of this remarkable personage is unfortu- 

nately involved in mystery. According to Herodotus (Lib. 
LXVIII., 88, 903), he was born 44 years before the founding of 
Troy, N. Y.,in Salamis. The historians Trinculian, Sobaster, 
Aromagambl, and Gibbons, however, fix the place of his birth at 
Karnak, Egypt, B. C. 744, while, according to Sarcophagus, 
Terra Cotta and other eminent writers, he was a contemporary 
of Confucius, having been born in Bankok, Cochin-China, dur- 
ing the reign of the famous Emperor Wan Lung, ten years after 
the flood, and, in their opinion, is undoubtedly the Psalm CIX. 
mentioned in Scripture. Be this as it may, it is certain that 
Psalmuel was excavated from the ruins of Golgoi, in Cyprus, 
A.D. 1469, and, after having been carefully scraped and glued 
together, was shipped to this country,C.O.D. He subsequently 
was purchased by the Democratic Party, whose property he now 
is. For some years he was on exhibition in the State Capitol, 
where, it will be remembered, during an earthquake he fell on 
and somewhat injured one William M. Tweed, who happened, by 
a curious coincidence, to be standing underneath, In 1876 an 
almost irreparable accident occurred, by which this most valuable 
relic of prehistoric times was mutilated almost beyond recogni- 
tion. There was a dovble explosion in Florida and Louisiana, 
and when the smoke had cleared away it was found that Psalmuel 
had been there. The fragments were at once gathered up and 
committed to the Metropolitan Museum for restoration upon the 
Golgoi principle, and, as no expense has been spared for glue, 
— or plaster, it is certain he will be at the Exhibition of 
1884. 


C. 


x. 
P. T. BARNUM. 
F Phineas T. Barnum it is told, that when a malevolent 
person sent a couple of large snakes to destroy him in his 
cradle, the infant crawled to a bird-cage which was opportunely 
hung upon the floor near by,and opening the door induced the rep- 
tiles to enter and pasture upon the captive bird. Once in, he had‘ 
them, and was found by his mother upon her return from the sew- 
ing circle, exhibiting his boas to the babes of the vicinity at one 
cent per babe. 

Although the bent of his genius exhibited itself thus early, it 
was not immediately recognized. Opportunities for following his 
instincts were rare, and for lack of a better opening he contem- 
plated, and for a time practiced literature as a profession. In 
imaginative writing lay his chief strength, and without unusual 
effort, he soon produced tales which at once took rank with Mun- 
chausen andthe Arabian Nights. Then appeared the originality 
of his mind, for not content with the manner of publishing in 
vogue, he had his stories printed on great sheets of paper in parti- 
colored letters, illustrating them with pictures more astounding, 
if possible, than the text, and gave them to the public through 
the medium of paste and bill boards. Finding the cost of this 
to be too great for his resources, he went into the show business, 
which his great fame enabled him to conduct with such success 
that he became rich and universally respected, and was made 
Mayor of his native place. 


Tue Czar of all the Russians is an knout-and-knout 
reformer. 


THEOLOGICAL faculty—The faculty of speech. 
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THE Chinese schoolmaster, Slam Bang Foo, 
Stood at a keyhole, peeking through ; 

For some bad little boys 

Were making a noise, 
As bad little schoolboys sometimes do. 





But the bad little boys, they happened to spy 

The Chinese schoolmaster’s almond-shaped eye ; 
They got them a squirt 
Full of water and dirt, 

And the schoolmaster said Chinese for “Oh, my !” 





MR. JACOBS. 


[By the author of ‘‘ Messrs. Abrahams and Isaacs,” “The Lost 
Tribes,” ‘‘ An ’Ebrew Jew,” etc., etc.] 


CHAPTER V. 
THE RESCUE. 


N the following morning Jacobs sauntered up to my veran- 
dah and asked : 

“ Priggs, will you do me a small favor ?” 

“With pleasure ; just mention it.” - ; 

‘Tt is merely to risk your life ona little adventure in the 
Himalaya. In your capacity of reporter for the Bombay Boom- 
erang, you may perhaps have heard of Shere Ali, the late Emir 
of Afghanistan ?” 

‘“« Ali—Ali,” I murmured, ‘‘I seem to have seen the name 
somewhere, but I can’t recall the connection.” 2 

‘« Well, anyway he is like your humble servant, a faithful Mos- 
lem, a philologist and a member of the tribe of Benjamin. He 
is in the hands of that old villain, the Gaikwar of Kooshbeghi, 
who means to sell him to the British, The Governor-General and 
Ifhave been bidding against one another for him, and I have finally 
outbid the Governor, my resources being somewhat greater than 
the revenues of her Majesty, the Empress of India. But it has 
taken all that I had. I have been obliged to sell out my biz. in 
Calcutta.” 

“ Noble, generous man !” I cried fervently. 
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“O not at all, not-at all. I shall soon catch up again. I makes 
my money easy and I spends it like ashentleman. But what I want 
you to do is to go along with me and take seizin of the Shere. 
He is to be delivered at midnight, precisely a fortnight from to- 
day, in an inaccessible valley of the Himalaya. The Fakir, who 
is my agent in the matter, has just telephoned me from the Sum- 
mit of Kunchinginja that the arrangements are complete. The 
enterprise is one of considerable danger, and I therefore give 
you, as my dearest friend, a chance to be in it.” 

‘* Thanks, thanks,” I cried. ‘How can I ever repay you for 
this ?” 

‘* Take care of her, Prigs,” he said with a tremor in his voice, 
‘if I should be run in by this tyrannical government for a viola- 
tion of the game laws. Taggers in August, you know i 

‘I understand, I understand,” I answered with deep emotion, 
wringing his hands, ‘‘have no fears for her. Fitzflaherty shall 
not get her. D nit! I'll marry her myself first.” 

‘“*O that is true friendship,” murmured Jacobs, returning the 
pressure of my hand. 

At this moment the merry old nabob of Bramapootra came 
waddling up. 

“‘ What, boys, what !” he called out, ‘‘shall we go at ’em again 
to-morrow? Shall we pot a half a dozen man-eaters before 
breakfast ?” 

“T am sorry, Mr. Supe,” answered Jacobs, “‘ but I cannot be 
with you to-morrow—nor indeed for the next month or so—I have 











animperative engagement on the top of Kunchinginja. Cir- 
cumstances over which I have no control 6 
‘“*O nonsense! Gammon! Cut your engagement. Youcan’s 


leave us, Jacobs. Why you are the life of the funeral.” 

“T must. It is my &esmet.” 

“ Why, what—what are you going for ?” 

‘*It is a profound secret, but I don’t mind telling you in confi- 
dence. He is Aer uncle,” he murmured sotto voce. “I am going 
to save Shere Ali from the hands of your government.” 

““Shere Ali! © you can’t, you know. Why it would be Shere 
Folli, Ha-ha-ha! Ha-ha-ha !” 

And the jovial old sinner laughed at this conceit till his red 
face turned a dark, morbid purple, and he suddenly fell to the 
ground foaming at his niouth and clutching wildly at his collar. 

“* Apoplexy,” remarked Jacobs calmly, and beckoning to the 
native servants he said, ‘‘ Take this wretched old man to my 
apartment and give him exactly seven drops of Lydia Pinkham’s 
Imperial Granum. Prigs, go now and pack your valise. We 
shall set out this evening at eight o’clock without fail.” 

It was dark when we rode away from the bungalow, mounted 
on a pair of fleet Arabian chargers. My companion was some- 
what in advance. Suddenly from one of the thick upas trees 
which bordered the road, a heavy body descended. upon the 
croup of Jacob’s horse. The noble steed reeled, fell upon his 
knees, and then summoning all his strength, staggered to his feet 
and stood trembling under the unwonted burden,. It was too 
dark to distinguish features, but I could see the fallen body throw 
its arms around Jacobs ; I recognized the voice which began to 
whisper in his ear, andthe accent of the kisses which followed 
was unmistakable. With innate delicacy I reined in my horse 
and remained silent. ‘‘God help them!” I thought. _‘‘ How 
they do love !” 

Presently, the figure slipped from the neck of Jacob’s nag and 
disappeared. Poor girl! It wasso like her. Her maiden mod- 
esty and the stiff English sense of propriety would not allow her 
to take a formal farewell of her lover in the garish dayshine. And 
so with the subtle instinct of her race, she had sought this op- 
portunity for a parting embrace, when the black shadows of 
night might cover her young blushes. Vai, val, white Pickalily 
of the Thames, blooming for a season on the banks of the blue 
Bendameer. ; 

On the fourteenth day after our departure we arrived at the 
snow-clad top of the highest mountain in the Himalaya range. 
Fol-de-Rol was awaiting us. He had been there for a fortnight 
occupied in fasting and contemplation, and he was rather cold. 
The high mountain air had changed his prevailing tint .from a 
ghastly blue to a lurid pea-green. He and Jacobs compared 


watches, and then conversed apart for a few moments in the 
patois of an extinct branch of the great Romany or gypsy tribe, 
which favois is probably known to not more than a dozen living 
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men. At length the Fakir approached me, and handing me an 
opera glass of antique mould, he said in good American: ‘‘ The 
hour approaches. Are you ready? But first look down there.” 
He pointed to the edge of the cliff, and adjusting the lorgnette 
I sawin the clear moonlight, about two miles vertically below 
where we stood, a number of horses picketed in a small mountain 
ravine, while their owners sat about on the turf. ‘‘ In an hour,” 
continued the Fakir, “we must be there. Now listen! The 
Gaikwar has given the whole thing away. But do you see any- 
thing green about yours truly? Tellme ?” and he folded his arms 
and gazed at me with a frown. 

‘* My conscience compels me to acknowledge that I do,” I re- 

lied. 
. He shook his head impatiently. 

“Tt is merely the effect of the lunar rays,” he explained. 
‘*But listen! When the Gaikwar approaches the Emir, Shere 
Ali, in an easy, slouching way, and lays one hand familiarly and, 
as it were, quite causally on the latter’s nose, that is your signal— 
that is, so to speak, our time for disappearing. Seize the Gaik- 
war firmly by the esophagus and hold him. That is your part. 
I will do the rest. Now come.” 

Our descent was facilitated by an avalanche, which took our 
horses and ourselves kindly on its back and landed us at the very 
entrance of the little ravine at the exact moment when the hands 
of Fol-de-Rol’s three dollars and a half Waterbury watch point- 
ed to midnight. We approached the Gaikwar of Kooshbeghi 
and the Emir, who stood alone in the centre of the moonlit plot, 
the company of the former being seated at the distance of several 
rods. 

‘* What is that dark circle outlined against the heaven ?” I en- 
quired of Jacobs. . 

‘* Hush !” he answered in the Tekke dialect, ‘‘ ’Tis the Emir’s 
legs which are somewhat bowed, owing to the carelessness of ais 
nurse, who allowed him to walk too soon in his infancy. He is 
an excellent fellow and a good Moslem, but his legs are xot 

retty,” 
: The two parties saluted each briefly with the Afghan form of 
greeting, ‘‘ Howdi /” and then Jacobs handed to the Gaikwar a 
certified copy of the agreement, which he at once proceeded to 
read, beginning in aloud voice with the words, ‘‘ This indenture 
witnesseth,” and then falling off into an inarticulate murmur of 
“ H’m—yes—Ha !” ‘ 

‘** The old fraud !” whispered Jacobsto me, “I know for a cer- 
tainty that he can’t reada word of any language—not even his 
own, to say nothing of yonder document which is written in the 
choicest Malagassy.” 


A ‘*GOATS-YOU-PLEASE” RACE. 








My own attention was fixed upon the nose of Shere Ali, which 
was so important a feature in the scene that was ‘soon to be 
enacted. It was Roman in its architecture and well calculated 
to forma handle for the Gaikwar’s treacherous design. I also 
examined nervously the latter’s hands, which were those of a 
base-ball pitcher, curiously distorted and of enormous size. 

‘** He knows his Pappenheimer,’’ I thought. But what was the 
matter with the moon? It was violently contracting and expand- 
ing in a sort of systole and diastole. Fol-de-Rol’s eyes were 
fastened intently on the heavens. The Gaikwar now folded the 
deed of sale, put it in his breast pocket, and sauntering up to 
Shere Ali, laid his accipitral talon negligently upon the the other’s 
aquiline beak. In an instant I had him by the throat with both 
my hands—and he had me by mine. Thestruggle was short but 
terrific. The Gaikwar of Kooshbeghi was a Hercules (in his 
way), but Paul Prigs is aSampson. We swayed to and fro, 
breathing heavily. Suddenly something gave. The truncated 
body of my foe tumbled backward on the earth; his head had 
come off in my hands. Meanwhile the troop of Kooshbeggars 
had jumped to their feet with wild yells and were bearing down 
upon us, when a, yery extraordinary thing occurred. 

A red glare, like a Bengal light, filled the heaven, slow 
music began to play, the troopers appeared to be standing on 
their heads at a great distance away, and much reduced in size. 
Old Fol-de-Rol waltzed about on his left ear in the immediate 
foreground. By a strange optical illusion Jacob’s hats were mul- 
tiplied to three, as in the device upon his mystic scutcheon. And 
then amid loud cries of ‘‘ La—illah—Allah ! Ille—illa—illud— 
Vishu ! Siva! and the strains of Roman and Otaheitan love songs, 
suddenly the 

Curtain. 
Henry A BEERS. 


A BLACK bare—a Hottentot. 
AGAINST the grain—rust and rats. 
A mIss-F1T—hysterics. 


First aid to the Injuns—red blankets, fire-water, 
and a missionary. 


“WuatT is so rare as a day in June?” Well, now 
and then, a day in April is decidedly underdone, and 
some of the March days are really raw. 
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NOTES AND EXTRACTS. 


{Aut Scissors aut Nullus.] 


The appropriate color for infants this season will 
be yeller.—Springfield (O.) News. 





The good dye young when their new moustaches 
come out red. —Mew Orleans Picayune, 





The trade in mean coal is slack.—G/asgow Times. 
It’s a grate business, all the same.— 7he Drummer. 


It is because one is a stewed duck and the other a 
dude stuck. You can fill out the conundrum to suit 
yourself.—Chaf. 





He ordered tied fraters and chork pops, and then 
fell asleep under the table. It gave him dead away. 
—The Churchman, 





A counterfeiter recently escaped from a St. Louis 
deputy marshal. Some of the man’s money must 
have been good.—New Orleans Picayune. 





Mr. Stewart’s .remains are still missing. It is 
hinted that the shrewd Scotchman has them hid 
away, waiting for a rise.—Boston Transcript. 





* Last week General Longstreet rode thirty-four 
miles to visit the Chickamauga battle-field. Some 
years ago there were several men ran twice that far 
to get away from it; but the fact wasn’t considered 
of sufficient importance to justify the publication of 
their names.— Hawkeye. 





‘‘T heerd yer old mudder was dead ?” said Sam 
Johnsing to Gabe Snodgrass, a colored citizen of 
Austin, ‘‘Jes’so. Shedied las’ week.” ‘* Was she 
sick long?” ‘‘No; she jes’ tuck sick one day an’ 
died the nex’.” ‘‘ Only sick one day! De Lor’; why 
dat was hardly wuff while.”"—Zexas Si/tings. 





When a New York policeman tried to wake upa 
boy who was leaning over a railing on Broadway, he 
found that the boy was dead. A number of people 
had noticed him at different times during the day, 
but supposed he was a district telegraph messenger 
going after the doctor.—Chaf. 





FOR THE BARTHOLDI STATUE FUND. 


THREE performances of ‘‘ The Princess” will be 
given on the afternoons of April 25th, 26th and 27th, 
in aid of the Bartholdi fund. For tickets, application 
should be made at once to any of the following ladies: 
Mrs. John Sherwood, No. 18 West Thirty-second 
street ; Mrs. John C. Peters, No. 83 Madison avenue; 
Mrs. Bradley Martin, No. 22 West Twentieth street ; 
Mrs. Edward Snelling, No. 116 East Forty-fifth street; 
Mrs. Edward Luckemeyer, No. 13 East Twenty-ninth 
street,and Mrs. J. Fred Pierson, No. 154 Madison 
avenue. 


Hegeman’s Gastricine. 

A specific for dyspepsia. Sold by alldruggists. 25 
and 50 cents per box. Sent by mail. J. N. HEGEMAN 
& Co., Broadway, corner 8th Street, N. Y. 


PATENT BINDER — 
FOR FILING 


*~LIPrsz > 


Cheap, Strong and Durable. 
Will hold 26 numbers. Mailed to any 
part of the United States for $1.00. 


Addfess, office of ‘‘ LIFE,” 
1155 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 





INSURANCE. 


Tue EQuitaBLe 


LirFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY, 








120 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 


ASSETS, - - - $48,000,000, 


Having declared its policies, over three years in 
force, to be INCONTESTABI.E, announces that all 
such incontestable policies will be paid at matu- 
rity, without rebate of interest, immediately 
after the receipt at the Society’s office in New 
York of satisfactory proofs of death, together 
with a valid and satisfactory discharge from the 
parties in interest. 


HENRY B. HYDE, President. 
JAMES W. ALEXANDER, ist Vice-Pres’t. 


SAMUEL BORROWE, 2d Vice-Pres’t. 
WILLIAM ALEXANDER, Secretary. 


UNITED STATES 
Mutual 
Accident 
Association. 


$5,000 Accident Insurance. $25 Weekly In- 
demnity. Membership fee $4. Annual cost about 
$10. Write for Circular and application blank. 


European permits. CHAS, B. PEET, President. 
(Of Rogers, Peet & Co.) 


JAS. R. PITCHER, Sec’y. 


320 & 322 Broadway, N. Y. 














“ Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
‘* And health on both.””—SHAKESPEARE, 


“Common Sense’ Lunch Room, 


135 BROADWAY (eor. Cedar St.), 
JAMES P. WHEDON, Manager. 


FSTERBROOK "Fens 


Leading Nos: 14, 048, 130, 333, 161. 
For Sale by all Stationers. 


THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN Co., 
Works, Camden, N. J. 26 John St., New York, 


GEORGE MATHER’S SONS, 
PRINTING [NK, 


60 JOHN STREET, NEw York. 












This paper is printed with our cut ink, 








AMUSEMENTS. 
HEATRE COMIQUE. 728 and 730 Broadway 
HARRIGAN. & HART ...ccsveceesdes Proprietors 
JON Bi CAIION 65 6c 0c4saseseqeedouss Manager 
THIRD WEEK 
of 


HARRIGAN & HART 
in Edward Harrigan’s latest piece 
THE MUDDY DAY. 


The popular music by Mr. Dave Braham. 
TUESDAY, 








MATINEES FRIDAY. 
UNON SQUARE THEATRE. 
Mr. A.M. PALMER....... Proprietor and Manager. 





Reappearance of Mr. CHARLES WYNDHAM and 
his London Company in their brilliant comedy, 


—BRIGHTON— 
Every Evening at 8. Saturday Matinee at 2. 


Seats may be secured two weeks in advance. 





HENDERSON'S STANDARD THEATRE. 
WM. HENDERSON ...Proprietor and Manager 


SALSBURY’S TROUBADOURS 


in Bronson F'oward’s 


Green Room Fun. 


EVERY EVENING at 8 and 
SATURDAY MATINEE at 2. 


CHURCH CHOIR BALLET. 
GLIMPSE BEHIND THE SCENES. 


EVERY AMATEUR SHOULD SEE IT. 


GRADY & McKEEVER, 
LATE 


RENNER & COMPANY, 


DEALERS IN 


FINE ARTS. 


Designers and Manufacturers of 
EVERY DESCRIPTION OF PICTURE FRAMES, 
No. 719 SIXTH AVE., NEw York. 





The ‘Gold Lac,” Sec 
IS REALLY A FINE WINE. 


WE HAVE SPECIAL CONTRACTS AND CAN 
SELL THEM AT PRICES THAT WILL 
PLEASE, WHILE THE QUALITY 
IS BEYOND CRITICISM. 


H. B. KIRK & CO., 


69 FULTON ST. & 1158 BROADWAY. 














CELEBRATED HATS. 


178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, 


179 Broadway, near 
bet. 22d & 23d Sts., 


l 
f and { Cortlandt St., 


NEW YORK. 
AND UNDER THE PaLmerR House, CHICAGO. 
Correct STYLES, EXTRA QUALITY. 
LYON’S FINE SILK UMBRELLAS, 
AND WALKING STICKS. 


Ladies’ Riding and Walking Hats. 


REICHARD & CO., 
No. 226 FIFTH AVENUE, 
(OPPOSITE ITOTEL BRUNSWICK, ) 
IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN 


Foreign and American Paintings. 


“LIFE.,—— 


A New Illustrated Weekly, 


Humorous, SATIRICAL, REFINED. 
ISSUED EVERY THURSDAY. 








‘*We find nothing amateurish about the newcomer; it 
seems to have. been born grown up; it is workmanlike in 
every part. It is fresh, vigorous, gentlemanly, genial, and 
satisfying. 


readers in this town.”’—7he Sun. 





AN ABLE CORPS OF CONTRIBUTORS: 


W. L. ALpEN, author of “‘ The Moral Pirates. ” HENRY 
Guy CARLETON, author = Memnon.’ J. CHEEVER 
GoopwIn, author of *¢ Evangeline.” J. W. Rirey. E.D. 
Beacnw. A. A. Hayes, author of ** A Symposium on the 
Chinese Question.’’ G. T. LaniGAN, author of** Fables out 
of the World.” G. P. LaTurop, author of *An Echo of Pas- 
sion,” J. B. MATTHEWS, author of ** French Dramatists.” 
H. G. Paring, author of * Allon a Summer's Day. ”” ARTHUR 
PENN, author of * The a. mester. 
thor of ** Guerndale.”” D. SHERMAN, author of “ Her 
Portrait by Sarony.” 
** Rollo in Cambridge.” 


ARTISTS. 
F. G. ATTWOOD, W. H. Hype, 
CHAS. KENDRICK, PALMER Cox, 
H. W. McVICKAR, E. W. KEMBLE, 


J. A. MITCHELL, 
GRAY PARKER, 


W. A. ROGERs, 
And many others. 


Subscriptions, $5 per year, postage free. 
1o Cents a Copy. 
Address, 


Office of ‘‘ LIFE,” 1155 Broadway, 


NEW YORK 
For Sale at all News Stands. 





We commend it to at least fifty thousand 


J. S., of DALE, au- | 


y. T. WHEELWRIGHT, author of | 


- LIFE: 
F, W. DEVOE & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


Artists’ Materials, 


READY-MIXED PAINTS, DRY COLORS, COLORS IN 
| 


OIL, COLORs IN JAPAN, PULP CoLors, 





BRUSHES, FINE VARNISHES, &c. 


Cor. Fulton and William Sts., New York. 


WALL PAPER. 


Decorate and Beautify your Homes, 
Offices, &c. 


QUAINT, RARE AND Curious PAPERS BY EmMI- 
NENT DECORATIVE ARTISTS. 


Close Figures given on Large Contracts. 


If you intend to sell your house, paper it, as it 
will bring from $2000 to $3000 more after having 
been Papered. Samples and Book on Decora- 
tions mailed free. Agents wanted. 





| H. BARTHOLOMAE & CO., 

| MAKERS AND IMPORTERS, 

N. Y. 
| Cavanagh, Sandford & Co., 
| Merchant Tazlors and Importers, 


| 124 & 126 W. 33D ST., (near Broadway), 





| 

| 16 WeEsT 23d STREET, 

| Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel. NEw YorK. 
All the latest London fabrics regularly imported. 

| 

| 

| 


‘CHAS. BUEK & CO., 
ARCHITECTS, 





63 East 41st Street, N. Y. 


Well known as builders of the finest 
dwellings in this City, and who have 
the reputation of securing the best 
possible drainage work for their 
buildings, have placed in the hands 
| of the Durham House Drainage 
Company, 187 Broadway, the drain- 


| age work of a new block of seven 


houses at the corner of Madi- 
son Avenue and 6oth St. One of 
these houses has been purchased 
by Chas. A. Dana, Esq., editor of 


“THE SUN.” 


The attention of purchasers de- 


| sirous of securing not merely good, 
but permanently perfect drainage 


work, is called to these houses. 


THE WHEELMAN FOR APRIL. 





It will contain among others the following : 





BY C. A. 


| 
| 
| number will describe a run to the Isles of Shoals. 
| 


tricycle from Paris to Geneva, 


HAZLETT, CHIEF CONSUL, 
A sketch of a day’s run on a marine bicycle 


THE WHEELMAN begins its second volume with the April number, published March 2oth, which 
| will contain a large number of attractive articles, accompanied by numerous fine illustrations. 


Pedalling on the Piscataqua. 


L.A.W. 


up the Piscataqua river, from P rtsmouth, N. H., 


and return, with illustrations of sights and scenes on the way. A second article to appear in a future 


From Paris to Geneva. 
BY. JOHN B. MARSH, OF “ LONDON STANDARD.” 


A fully illustrated account of a tour made by the writer and a companion in a “‘ Sociable ” 


Jealousy. 


| by Dr. Geo. E. BLACKHAM ; 
Laramie Bicycle Club ; 
wheelmen. 





Press of Gilhss Brothers, 75 & 77 Fulton Street, N.Y, 


BY CHARLES RICHARDS DODGE, 


A charming little poem, with full-page drawing, from a sketch by the writer. 
“The Political Power of the L.A.W.,” by PRESIDENT BATES ; 


“‘A Midwinter Night’s Dream,” 


“A Wheel to the Gold Mines of Cummins City,” by W. O. Owens, 
“234 Rides on No, 234,” by Kot Kron; and many others by prominent 





